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Sir Walter Scott speaks of the slender and fra- 
gile nature of the plant in his description of Ellen 
Douglas, thus, 

“ A foot more light, a step more true 
Ne’er from the heath flower dashed the dew, 

E’en the slight Harebell raised its head 
Elastic from her airy tread.” 

And again Ellen exclaims, on stooping and pluck- 
ing a Harebell from the ground, 

“ For me, whose memory scarce conveys 
An image of more splendid days, 

This little flower that loves the lea, 

May well my simple emblem be j 
It drinks heaven’s dew, blithe as the rose 
That in the king’s own garden grows 5 
And when I place it in my hair, 

Allen, a bard, is bound to swear, 

He ne’er saw coronet so fair.” 

This elegant little flower, familiar to us all as 
the “ Blue bell of Scotland,'* has been likened 
by the poet to the small azure butterflies that 
flutter on the heath, and in hue and delicacy of 
form, there is certainly some resemblance. 

“ The azure Harebell, that doth ceaseless ring 
Her wildering chimes to vagrant butterflies, 

As they in dalliance fan her with their wing, 

Hath charms for me ; 

Those flower-like creatures know no fairer prize 
To woo than she.” 


HALIFAX, 1851 CHICAGO BOTANIC GARDEN OcteiVO 


